THE   OLD    GOOSE

THE daylong rains are dried,
Cold is the mountain-side,
The evening light is pied,

Not heaven's four quarters
Know if the moon be set,
But where green sods are wet
The white stream holds you

Lover of airs and waters !

Soon you will cross the loam,
And walk the pathway home
Before the faint stars come,

And seek your stable.
Your old wild life exchanged
For comforts all is changed;
For rime-white deserts ranged,

A white- washed gable!

Oh, have you quite forgot,
The flights outbreasting thought
Before this homely lot

Half tamed your pinions?
The mountains and the stars
Were once your only bars,
And where the north wind soars

Were your dominions.